1 be Hi jl try of 

the life of a manrbiit to counterfeit dying, whe a man thereby 
liuedijis to beno Counterfeit,but the true and perfect imageof 
life indecd.The better part of valour is drfcretion.in the which 
beter part I hauc {'aued my lifc.Zounds I am afraid of this gun, 
powder Percy,though he bcdead,how if hec fhould counte'r- 
feit too and rife? by my faith, I am afraid hee would proue the 
better counter feitftherfore ile make him furc,yea,& ile fweare 
I kilde him. Why may not he rife afwel as ^nothing confutes 
me but eyes, and no body fees mestherefore firra, with a new' 
wound in your thigh, come you along with trie. 

}ie takes vp Hot f pur on bis backe .Enter Prince stud 
Iohn of Lancafier, 

Pm, Come brother iohn ful brauely haft thou fleftit 
T hy maiden fw'ord. 

Is£»,But foft,whome hauc wehere? 

Did you not tell me thrsfat man was dead? 

Pm. I did, I faw him dead, 

Breathlcsand bleeding on the ground. Art thou aliue? 
-Qrisit.fantafie thatplayes vpon our eye- fight? 

I prethee fpcak^we will not truft our eyes 

Withoutoureares,thou art not what thou feemft, 

Fill. No,thatsccrtaine, I am not a double man: butiflbee 
not Iacke Falftalffe,then am I a Iacketthereis Percie, if your 
Father will doe meany honour, fo:ifnot, let him kill the ne.vt 
Percy himfelfe:Ilooketo be eyther Earle ot Duke,I can aflure 
you. 

Pm. V Vhy Percy I kilde my fclfe, and faw thee dcade. 

Fell. Didftthou?Lord,Lerd, how this world is giuentoly* 
ingcl grantyou,Lwasdown,and outof breath,andfo was he, 
J>ut weerofebothat an inftant, andfaughtalonghowreby 
Shrew fburie cl cckc, ifl may bee beleeued,fo;ifnot,letthcni 
that fhould reward valour, beare theiinne vpou their owne 
heads Jlc take it vpon my deathj gaue him this wound in the 
thigb,ifthc man were aliue,3nd would deny it, Zounds I wold 
snake him eate a pccce of my fword. 

A^w.This is the ftrangelf tale that euer Ihcard. 

Pm.Thisistheftrangcftfellovv.brothcrlohri, 

•Comc/bring your luggage nobly on your backc, 
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V ot my par t, if a lie may doc thee grace. 

He auilde it with the happieft termes 1 hauc* 

° A retreat is founded, 

Pri#. The trumpets found retreat,thc day is ours,. 

Come brother lets to the higheft of the field 
To fee what friends are Jiuing,who are dead. Exeunt, 

Yal, Ile follow as they fay for reward. He that rewardesmee, 
God reward him.If I do grow great. He grow Idle, for ile 
purgeand leaue Sacke,andliuc cleanly ,as a nobleman fhould 
doe* Exit. 

The trumpets found frter the King Vrinceof Wales, Lord 

John of Luncafterfarle cjWefmerknd^ with ff'crcc- 
Jlerand Vernon prifonert.. 


King* Thus cuerdid rebellion find rebuke, 

111 ipirited Worccfter,did no t we fend grace, • 
Pardon and terms ©floue to all of you?. 

And wouldftthou turne our offers contrary,, 

Mifufe the tenor of thy kinfmans truft? 

Three knights vpon ©ur party flaine t© day, 

A noble Earl e,and many a creature clfe. 

Had beenealiue this houre, 

IfiikeaChriftian thou hadft truly borne 
Betwixt our Armies true intelligence. 

W or. What 1 hau e done, my fafe ty vrgde me to 
And I imbrace this f ortune patiently. 

Since not to be auoided,itfals on me. 

K.Beare Worccfter to the death, and Vernon too;. 
Other Offenders we will paufe vpon, 

How goes the field? 

Pm.Thenoble Scot, Lord Douglaswhen hefaw 
Thefortuneofthe day cjniteturnd from him, 
Thenoblc Percy flaine,and all his men, 

V pon the foot offcare,fled with the reft. 

And falling from a hill. he was fo bruizd. 

That the purfuers toolie him. At my tent, 
he D-ouglas is,and I bcfeechyour grace,, 

I may difpofe of him. 
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